ThchJiJiorit 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Chrifr* 
ThriccJuth this Hotipur Mars in fvvathling clothes* 
Tins infant warrier, in his cnterprilcs, 

Difcomfitcd great Douglas, ta'iie him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill die mouth of deepe defiance vp. 

And (hake the peace and (afetie of our throne, 

And what fay you tothis? Percy, Northumberland, 
The Archbilhops grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer 
Capitulate.againil vs, and arc vp. 9 

But,whereforedoeI tellthcle nevves to thee? 
Why,Harry,doeI tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my neereft and dear ell enemy i 
Tliouthat art like enough, through vallail feare, 

Bafc inclination, and thellart of ipleene, 

T’o fight agninft me, vnder Percies pny. 

To dog his heelcs, and curtfie at his fro wncs* 

To (hew, how much thou ait degenerate. 

P riff. Do not thinke lb, you ilia.il not find itfo, 

And God forgiue them, that fo much haue fwayd 
Your Maiefhesgood thoughts away from me* 

I will redeeme all this on Percies head, k 

And, in the clofing of fome glorious day. 

Be bold to tell you that 1 am your-fonne, 

When I will weare a garment all of bloud, 

Andftaine my fauors in a bloudy maskc, 

Which wafht away, flialifcoure my fiiamcwithit. 
And that lhall be the day. When ercitlights. 

That this lame child of -honour and reno vvne, 

Tills gallant Hotipur, this all praifed knight. 

And your vnthought of Harry, chance co meet. 

For cuery honor, fitting on his helnie. 

Would they were multitudes, andon my head 
My fhames redoubled. For the time will come 
That I lhall make this Norchrcn y outh exchange 
His glorious deeds, for my indignities. 

Percy is but my faftor, good my Lord, 

To cngroiTe vp glorious deeds on my behalfe® 
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A ii J I will call him to fo ftrift account. 

That he lhall render cuery glory vp*. . , 

Yea, euen the ileighteft worlhip of his time. 

Or 1 will tear c the reckoning from his heart* 

This, mtlie name of God, 1 promife here. 

The which, if he be plcafd,l fhallpciforme: 

ldoe befcech your M aiefty mayfalue 

The long growne wounds of my intemperance: 

It not, the end of life cancels allbands, 

And l will die, a hundred thoufand deaths, 

T’rc breake die fmalletl parcel of this vow. 

Kin*. A hundred thoufand rebels die m this, 

Thou ihalthaue charge, & foueraigrie trull herein. 

How now s;ood Blunt nhvlookes are full of fpeeii. 

Enter Blunt. 

Blunt. So hath .thcbufines,thatl come to fpeakeof. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fentword. 

That Douglas and the Engliih Rebels met, 

The eleuenthof this moneth, at Shrewsbury* 

A mighty, and a fearefuUhead they are, 

(If promiles be kept on euery hand,) 

As euer offr ed foule play in a ftate. , 

King. The Earle of Weftmerland let forth to day, 

Widi him my fonne. Lord Iohn of Lancalter, 

For this aduertifementisfiue day cs old. 

On Wcdnefday next,Harry , you lhall fet forward. 

On thurfday ,we our fcl ues veil mar cKOur meeting. 

Is Bridge north, and Harry.youfliall march 

Through GloceLlerfhire, by which account, 

■ Ourbufines valued fome tweluc daieshence. 

Our generall forces, at Bridgenorth lhall meet: 

Our hands are full of bufines, let’s away, 

Aduantage feeds him fin, while men delay. Exeunt. 

Enter Falftalffe andBardoL 

PaU Bardol, am I not falne away vilely fince tins laft at ion 
do I not bate; doe 1 not dwindle; Why, my skl0 ^"S s ab ° U ' 
me, like an old Ladies loofe govyne. I aiuwidicred hkeaft o d 
apple Iohn. Well, ile repent, and that fuddcnly, wlule I amin 
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